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hundred letters a day, which his secretaries winnow to forty or fifty. They attach to each of these a pink .slip, summarizing the contents. The mayor goes through the forty or fifty with intent and conscientious care, but swiftly. I never saw anything more efficient. Three secretaries stand by the de^k. Miss Cohen superintends operations generally, and Miss Beatrice Resnick and Miss Gertrude Keane take the dictation. Usually Goodhue Livingston Jr., the mayor's executive secretary, hovers near by, and so do Charles F. Murphy, his legal secretary, and Inspector James Harten, his police aide. The group works like a casual yet beautifully co-ordinated machine.
This is the way the mayor's talk went, more or less as he went through the mail. "Tell him to work up something, quick."' 'Til want to write to Stimson on this.'* "Memo. Ed. See me." "Tell Jones to come in today."" "All fixed for tomorrow at two?" (The mayor was going to Washington.) "When are you returning me?" Then picking up a letter he scowled and paused. It was from someone in San Francisco, asking advice on crime prevention. He dictated a succinct reply. Of twenty-odd letters this was the first he answered.
9:47*. Judge Wallace was on the phone and the mayor left the room to talk to him.
9:49. More letters. He sorted them like playing cards. 'Til want to talk to Anna Rosenberg about this/' "No." "This is for Brundage/* "You can reach him in Washington if you want to." "Just put this in his file with the voucher." "Write a pleasant answer." Then a long pause; he read a four-page letter, and put it aside carefully without comment. More short letters. "If it's on the sidewalk, it's the duty of the abutting owners to clear the sidewalk.1' "Look into this; I don't think it's very serious/' "It's my impression I asked you to comment on this tax memo. in re schools. Please return, with constructive suggestions." A gesture of scornful dismissal: "Never heard of this guy.'* Then: "Please investigate. Police to move for revocation." "Give this to Newbold Morris." "I want comment on this today." "I don't know if this is a police job or FBI job. Deserves careful study, skillful investigation." Then (rattling a paper) : "Please remember this name. Underline it. I want you to be able to identify him." On something else: "Let it sleep." Then: "Confidential/" "Children's Museum, Brooklyn." "Breaks in water main. Let's get a special file on this. I want a comparison for the last ten years/' "Oh, for goodness' sake, we never answered this. * My dear Mrs. X . . /"
10:27. Letters seemingly finished. Then came one more, to his good friend Montemezzi, composer of the opera Love of the Three Kings. "Okay, girls, that cleans us up." As the secretaries left the room, he called to Miss Cohen, "I want to see Chester Bowles tomorrow. If he says lunch, say 'No*; it's hard on him/* Then a second instruction: "Can I see Ickes? Tell him it wouldn't be a bad idea to have X. X. there/' Then to